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A Midfommer nights Dreame. 

pet, I marry muft you. For you muft vnderftandhegoes 
but to fee a noyfe that he heard.and is to come againe. 

jMMoft radiant Piramtu > moft Lilly white of hue. 

Of colour like the red rofe on triumphant bryer, 

Moft brisky Iuuenall,and eke moft louely lew. 

As true as trueft horfe,that yet would neuer tyre, 

Ilemeete thee Piramm^t Ninnies toombe. 

Pe t.Ninsts toombe man why you mu ft not fpeake that 
yet ; that you anfwer to Piramm : you fpeake all your part 
at once,cues and al .Piramtu entcr,your cue is part ; it is ne- 
uer tyre. 

7ty/.0,as true as trueft horfe,that yet would neuer tyre. 
f ir, If I were fzue,Tbisby I were onely thine. 

Pet. O monftrous.O ftrange. We are haunted ; pray ma- 
tters fly e mafters,helpe. 

Rob. lie follow you,Ile leadeyou about a Round, 
Through bogge, through bufh, through brake, through 
Sometime a horfe He be,fometime a hound, (bryer 

A hoggc,a headlefle beare,fometimc a fire. 

And neigh,and barke,and grunt,and rore,and burne, 

Like horfe, hound, hog, beare, fire, at cuery turne. Exit, 

Bot. Why do they run away? This is a knaueryofthem 
to make me afeard. Enter Snowt. 

Sn.O Bottornybou art chang’d ; what do I fee on thee ? 
*Bef.What do you fee? you fee an affc head of your own. 
Do you ? 

Enter Peter quince , 

iVr, Bleffe thee Bot tome } b\eRe thee ; thou art tranflarcd* 

Extt. 

'Bot. I fee their knauery j this is to make an afle of me, to 
fright me if they could ; but I will not ftir from this place, 
do what they can.I will walke yp and downe hccrc, and I 
will fing that they fhall hearc I am not afraid. 

The Woofell cocke,fo blackc of hew. 

With Orange tawny bill. 

The 


A Midfommer nights Dreame. 

TheThroftle;with his note fo true. 

The Wren with little quill. 

Tytania. What Angell wakes me from my flowry bed ? 
Bot. The Finch, the Sparrow, and the Larke, 
Theplainfong Cuckow gray ; 

Whofe note mil many a man doth marke. 

And dares not anfwer,nay. 

For indeed,who would fet his wit to fo foolifh a bird ? 
Who would giue a bird the lyc,though he cry Cuckow, ne- 
uer fo? 

Tyta . I pray thee gentle mortall,fing againe. 

Mine eare is much enamored of thy note ; 

On the firft view to fay, to fweare 1 loue thee. 

So is mine eye enthralled to thy fhape. 

And thy faire vertues force (perforce) doth qioue me, 

Bot. Me-thinks miftreffe, you fhould haue little rcafon 
for that : and yet to fay the truth, reafon and loue keepe lit- 
tle company together,now adayes.The more the pitty,that 
fome honeft neighbours will not make them friends , Nay 
I can gleeke vpon occafion. 

Tyta.lbo\i art as wife, as thou art beautifull. 

Ztor.Not fo neither : but if I had wit enough to get out 
of this wood, I haue enough to ferue mine owne turne. 

Tyt <«.Out of this wood, do not defire to goe, 

Thou {halt remaine here, whether thou wilt or no. 

I am a fpirit of no common rate .• 

The Sommer ftill doth tend vpon my ftate. 

And I do loue thee ; therefore go with me. 

He giue thee Fairies to attend on thee ; 

And they fhall fetch thf e Iewels from the deepe, 

And fing, while thou on preffed flowers doft fleepe :■ 

A nd I will purge thy mortall groffendfc fo. 

That thou (halt like an ayry fpirit go. 

Beafe-blofome, Cobweb y^Moth ,and Mttftard-feed. 

Enter fonre Fairies. 
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